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by a highwayman and emerge from the dust-up
with a bleeding head, a broken arm and several
bruises, but with the highwayman disarmed and in
flight. I shall not thank you for jeering at me because
my injuries have not miraculously transformed me
into a combination of Hercules and St. Francis, I
shall still no doubt be the same weak-willed and
selfish individual, the same weak-willed and selfish
individual indeed plus a selection of not very rapidly
healing injuries. But I shall have survived. That is
all, but it is enough* It is curious that the same men
who habitually derided the victory of 1918 as not
worth the winning, although it saved Europe from
a military dictatorship which had itself provoked
the war, are now so urgent that we should ourselves
provoke a conflict in order to save Europe from a
military   dictatorship.    As   the   long   beech-clad
stretches between Tetbury and Cirencester streamed
by — after Cirencester I should be too tired to think —
I decided that I shared none of the fashionable
disillusionment about the war* I had come near to
sharing it though*   I had of course read d E.
Montague's Disenchantment, the spiritual progenitor
of countless hundred-thousand-word cries of despair
of much meaner literary pretensions.   It had im-
pressed me very much indeed* I read it again, and it
impressed me just a trifle less. It made out, perhaps,
one felt now, almost too convincing a case*  More-
over here and there, now that I paused to test it, it
scarcely answered to my own experience. Were most
of the sons of the aristocratic and influential, for
example, in cushy staff jobs? Ami it was the same,
by the way, with  Rough   Justice^  that spirited

